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Troubles 


Author's Notes: 
So Nexus said to me that | should write a Nikki/ Tommy slash fic. Ok. | will. But what's a story without Izzy? So 


I've brought them all together. 
Troubles 


Tommy's POV 


Nikki Sixx. Nikki Motherfucking Sixx. God how | fucking loved Nikki. He was everything to me. Nikki found me at 11 
years old. | was some young impressionable kid who didn't know shit but he saw something in me. We started 


jamming and looking for a couple other guys who were like us. 


Nikki was irrisistable to me. | would have done anything he asked me to do. When his eyes met with mine my 
fucking heart would just melt. His laugh was like a sweet song. | clung to Nikki like he held the cure for cancer. 


He was gonna make us so fucking rich some day. Nikki had a vision and the rest of the world wore bifocals. 


Now here we are. Top of the fucking world. We made it. We made it here together. America was full of crazy 
ass Crueheads. It was fucking insane hearing people call your name. Women would disrobe at the very thought 
of us. This is the fucking life. The world is ours, the rest of you just live in it! 


Nikki and | were so fucking happy. The two of us had been together almost seven years. We had done 
everything side by side, as a couple. Yes, we even banged groupies together. Nikki was the motherfucking love 


of my life. And | know | too was the apple of his eye. 


Everything was perfect. Everything was fucking peachy. Nothing could touch what we had. Nothing could come 
between us, nothing could spoil what we had. Or so | thought. 


| never gave it a second thought when Nikki said Guns N' Roses would be touring with us as our opening act. | 
heard them play at some club on the strip and thought they were the fucking shit. | never in a million years 
thought that things would end up like this. 


Now here | sit on our bus, alone. Mick is asleep, Vince is out fucking some chick, and Nikki..Nikki is with him. The 
lanky, heroin dealing, rhythm guitarist known as Izzy fucking Stradlin. | couldn't understood what he possessed 


to trap my Nikki's affections. 


He wasn't really funny. The guy barely even talked. He wasn't just all out sexy. Though he was somewhat 
attractive. He wasn't just the worlds best guitarist, but then Nikki could use a little improvement too. But 
fucking really. What the fuck was it about this damn Izzy Stradlin? 


It wasn't just me that was bothered by Nikki and Izzy's apparent connection. There was also one red headed 
lead singer that seemed to hate it. | couldn't stand fucking Axl, but at least we saw eye to eye on something. 


| mean isn't there some fucking rule somewhere that says thou shalt not fuck someone from another band? 
There sure as fuck should be if there isn't. Ok, so maybe l'm exaggerating. | don't know that they're fucking. 
But | do know they're together all the time. | know that sparkle in Nikki's eye. | know the way his twisted mind 
works. He wants that fucking guitarist. | just know he does. 

"T-Bone?" | hear someone saying. 

| look up from my brooding to see Vince with his arm around some blonde slut. 

"You mind if we get some privacy dude?" 

| roll my eyes with a sigh, grab my drum sticks and leave the bus. | stand outside it smoking a cigarette, 
thinking where | could go to wait. | had no clue where Nikki was, but | knew he was with him. | ball my fist up 


and punch the side of the bus. 


Fuck that goddamn Izzy Stradlin! He was probably all over Nikki's dick at the moment. They were probably high 
as fuck and happy as shit. God | hated fucking Izzy Stradlin! He could fucking die for all | care. Its not like he 


was in my band. Fucking shit dude. mean really? What could that fucker have that | don't? 


Heroin had to be the tie that tied Nikki to this fuck. Heroin just had to be the only fucking thing they had in 
common. God | sound like some fucking girl. I'm being fucking silly. No. Nikki loves me. We've been together like 
for fucking ever! No. Nikki wouldn't cheat on me with that second rate junkie guitarist! Never! No way! 


Tommy, Are You Fucking Blind? 


Tommy, Are You Fucking Blindl? 
Nikki's POV 


Black strands of greasy hair tickle his nose and cheeks. Each strand curls inward on his face. It's not as long as 
mine, but he wears it great. His roots are almost the same color as mine. | guess the main facets of our hair 


is similar. 


Our clothes, on the other hand, couldn't have been more different. My style was more creative more punk 
meets glam meets rock meets Revlon. His was more like a poet meets a drug dealer meets a hippie meets a 


rocker. He wore black quite well. But then.! did too. 


He usually wears the front of his shirts open, maybe tied at the waist. His chest is taught, as well as his abs. 
He's skinny as fuck, we all are | suppose. Dope has a way of doing that to you. His nipples are so fucking cute 


and small. | just wanna fucking take a bite out of them. 


When he fucking smiles it's beautiful. Getting a smile out of him on the other other hand is a feat in itself. 
He's a broody type. He's quiet. You know so many secrets linger in his tortured mind, not that you'll ever hear 
them. There was something appealing to having a mystery like that. 


He's tall, not Tommy tall, not as tall as me, but close. | found him to be quite easy on the eyes. Smooth 
features. Pale skin Eyes that went from black to grey to black again. Fingers oh so slender. Ass, small but 


firm. Yeah, | would do him in a heart beat if it weren't for Tommy. 


Tommy was loving and cute, but Izzy was fucking sexy. Everything about him radiated this sexiness. | 
practically drooled when | was around him. My mouth probably gaped open like some gawking nerd or 
something. But | couldn't fucking help myself. Izzy was fucking sexy. Period. 


| watch his hand strum the acoustic guitar in his lap. Soft. Melodic. Rythmatic. Fucking sexy. God what | 
wouldn't give to be that goddamn guitar right about now. 


How is it that Izzy has made me look in his direction? Before he got here | couldn't see a thing but Tommy. 
When did that change? How? | love Tommy. | really really do. But Izzy fucking tempts the bad boy inside of me. 


For now even feeling something for him is like some fucked up rebellion. That always makes shit more exciting. 
But what exactly was it that was exciting me so fucking much? Was it Izzy? Or was it the fact that | actually 


had some thought or feeling for another individual who wasn't Tommy? 


"Got any more smack?" | ask Izzy. | know the only way | will stop thinking about this trivial shit is to get 
fucking obliterated. 


Izzy slowly raises his head with a cigarette dangling from his lips. His eyes droop but are squinting at the 
smoke. 


"Yeah," He answers as an ash falls from his cigarette and on to his guitar. He doesn't seem to notice. | assume 


he would freak if he did. He strikes me as the type to sleep with his goddamn guitar. 


| watch as he starts pulling out needles from his boot, dope from his pocket, a spoon from his belt loop, a 
lighter from his other pocket, and the belt from around his slender waist. 


"Make it a double," | smirk. 


Izzy smirks back and doesn't make it a fucking double. He probably should have.. 


Jealous Much? 


Jealous Much? 

Tommy's POV 

| hear a laugh as I'm walking past GNR's bus. | wouldknow that laugh any fucking where. It's Nikki. | strain to 
hear what he's laughing about but can't. | feel my insides about to explode. Without a second thought | storm 


the fucking bus. 


| find the two of them sitting on opposite sides of a table.fully clothed I'm mad as fuck. But why? Nothing's 
going on here. Shit do they even fucking realize l'm standing here? 


"T-Bone," Nikki smiles at me with sideways gleam, "come here, Izzy was just telling me how Axl is fucking 


crazy.” 


| uneasily smile and slide in next to Nikki. My eyes scan the gaunt face of the other band's fucking accessory 
guitarist. Nothing special, just as | thought. 


"Crazy huh?" | say putting on a smile in the face of my enemy. 
"Bat shit crazy," Izzy softly nods. 

Nikki chuckles. | don't fucking get the joke 

"What's the joke? Why is he so fucking crazy" | shrug, 


"The guy cancels shows if he can't get his hair right, drops a contact, doesn't like the crowd, just any stupid 
reason," Nikki fills me in. 


"And that's funny? I's shitty man’ 

Nikki shakes his head, "You would have had to have been here. 
A twinge of heat shoots from my ass to my head 

"So Tommy," Nikki smiles, "Izzy here used to be a drummer too’ 
"Oh yeah?" | ask faking the fuck out of caring, 


"Not a very good one," Izzy modestly shakes his head and strums that goddamn guitar. 


It would be one thing if Izzy fucking played a whole line or a melody, but he fucking didn’t. He would just pay 
this simple bullshit. | didn't even know why he was a part of some band. He was a fucking poser. 


"He writes most of their songs," Nikki informs me like some proud fucking relative or something. 
"Well, Axl writes some too," Izzy politely corrects. 

"And | write all of our songs," Nikki says. 

‘Oh yeah?" Izzy nods, "That's cool. | like your shit man" 


This guy has the personality of a wet fucking mop. What the hell does Nikki see in him? What was it about him 
that was making Nikki all fucking gaga? | sure as fuck couldn't see what it might have been. 


"Man Slash told me he was fucking cool as shit," Nikki nudges his elbow into my ribs. 

Just smile Tommy. Just smile and fucking pretend you don't wanna rip this fucking guy's face off. Yeah, that's 
it, keep your friends close and your enemy's closer. | pull a happy smile to my face and watch my dear Nikki 
practically drool. Fuck Izzy fucking Stradlin. 


"So Izzy..you fucking Axl or what?" | burst. 


Izzy looks up at me with confused eyes. "What?" He softly asks me looking oh so fucking innocent. "No way..Axl 


is nowhere near my type." 

"Not your type?" | quiz "Why not?" 

"Damn Tommy, what's it to you?" Nikki chuckles shoving me slightly. 

Call me curious," | say with another fake smile of interest. 

"Axl.Axl has issues," Izzy shakes his head. 

'Issues..sounds like a certain raven haired bassist | know," | playfully say snaking an arm around Nikki. 
Like you don't have any," Nikki rolls his eyes at me with a smirk. 

"Well at least now | know your type," | hear Izzy's voice saying as my eyes were locked with Nikki's. 
| look over at him and he's strumming on that fucking guitar again. 


'Listen.we have Jack and coke on our bus," Nikki says to me, "mind grabbing it?" 


"Do | look like a fucking dog? Here boy..fetch!?" 


"Fine," Nikki snarls, "Ill do it my fucking self." 


Izzy Stradlin 


lzzy Stradlin 
Tommy's POV 


So Nikki left to go get the shit. | sit back and watch as Izzy doesn't take his eyes off his guitar. Then out of 
the blue comes this soft sweet sounding melody that made me wanna fucking cry. OK, so the guy can actually 


play. 

"What do you call that?" | ask him. 

"Patience," he almost whispers as he stops playing. He sits his guitar aside. "It's not finished yet." 
"So you and Nikki have been getting along?" | question slyly. 

"Uh..yeah.| guess so," he shrugs, his eyes refusing to meet mine. 

"That's cool man," | nod with a big shit eating grin. 

"So you and Nikki." 

"Yeah, seven years come November." | quickly cut him off. 

Izzy nods and lights a cigarette. "Cool." 

He's cool with that? Humm? Am | to take it that Izzy Stradlin likes dick? 

"But he ain't dead," | add, "Wouldn't be hard for someone like you to turn his head" 


| watch his eyebrows scrunch up into some uni-brow across his forehead. "I'm not one to interfere," he shakes 


his head. 
Damnit. The fucker is a gentleman. Surely Nikki wasn't going soft on me. 
"Just saying," | shrug. 


Well at least now | know that Stradlin is down for dick. Nikki can't even take my dick. Yeah'm fucking bragging. 
So what? Who the fuck is telling this story? Me. Tommy Fucking Lee. 


Then Nikki comes back. 


"Got it," He says shoving the bottle of Jack in my hand as he steps over me and plops down next to me. He 
starts making out lines on the table. 


"Your bassist, Duff.he blows my fucking mind," Nikki says. 

Izzy and | both look at Nikki as silence wraps us. Nikki looks up at both of us. 

"His playing. His playing," he clarifies. 

We all get a good laugh from this. 

"Yeah, Duff is fucking awesome," Izzy nods. "Not that you aren't too Nikki. 

‘lm not as good as him." 

WHAT? Nikki motherfucking Sixx is admitting to defeat? What the fuck has this guy done to Nikki? 


"Yeah well, our drummer isn't as great as yours," Izzy beams a beautiful fucking smile up at me. | have to 


force my fucking jaw to stay shut. Oh my fucking god what a smile. 
"T..Thanks." 


Nikki smiles at me, "Oh no, you made him stutter," Nikki laughs wrapping his arm around me. "I love it when 


you squirm." 

My eyes look at Izzy. He's looking at me with a half grin. It's a grin thats so fucking.Goddamn! This mother 
fucker is fucking sexy. Is it fucking wrong for me to think that? Here | am accusing Nikki of finding him 
attractive and l'm drooling! 

Goddamn that fucking smile burning through me! 

"The theatrics with the drum spinning around..fucking brilliant," Izzy's voice rings out like a song. 

"Yeah Tommy says the idea came to him in a dream," Nikki smiles. 


"It did," | answer. "But it's bad ass right?" 


"Absolutely," Izzy smiles again making my jaw want to drop. | glance at Nikki who practically has his tongue 
hanging out. | kick his leg and snap him from his daze. 


"Yeah We're all about overdoing shit..right Tommy?" Nikki says. 


"Balls to the wall bro." | nod. 


"Sounds painful," Izzy smiles and shyly looks down to let his hair cover his face, nothing but smoke bellowing 


out from the end of his cigarette. 


Shit. Why is he so fucking cute? Why are we both just smitten by him? Why does he have this..this thing | 


can't even fucking describe? Fuck me he's sexy as hell 


My Sweet Devil 


My Sweet Devil 

Tommy's POV 

| twine my long fingers into his black wild hair. My lips brush the Adam's apple of his throat. Two of the 
fingers on my other hand are knuckles deep in his tight ass. God what | wouldn't give for a smaller dick so | 


could fuck the shit out of him, just once. 


"Don't you fucking stop," Nikki pants. | know he's oh so close, but the heroin makes getting him off like an 
Olympic event. | bet my fingers are pruned and white. 


"Come on already," | say as | run my tongue down his chest. 

‘lm trying," He says thrashing his head about. 

| tap tap tap at his prostate as my fingers glide in and out with ease. Getting Nikki off was so easy in the 
beginning. ls it the dope? Or is it me? | wrap a hand around his cock and begin jerking him off. | get a pleasant 


reception of moans. 


"I know what you need," | purr and lower myself to wrap my lips around him while | continue to stroke the 
shaft and finger his ass. 


"Yeah..don't..stop... Nikki can barely say. 
"Mmmm," | say removing my mouth, "You gonna come for me now?" 
"Fucking suck it Tommy!" He says in an agitated voice. 


| smirk and finish him off. Now its my turn. Nikki drops to his knees as | recline back and wait. | feel his warm 
tongue swirl around the head of my dick. Sixx is so talented with his tongue. | wish you could fucking feel this 
shit! 


| grab his head in both hands and thrust my hips slowly upward, shoving my cock deeper into his mouth. Nikki 
can deep throat like a porn star. Too bad we can't fit my dick in his ass. We've tried several times, it simply 
won't fucking go in! But what's a guy supposed to do when the love of his life is somehow unable to physically 


love you? You improvise. 


Mmmmm. | sure wish that Izzy guy was on these nuts while Nikki was deep throating me. Oh my godl Did | 
really just think that?! No! | wasn't supposed to be thinking about how good his mouth would feel on my balls! 
Fuck! He's the fucking enemy! | should be thinking of ways to fuck him up! But all that crosses my mind is the 


thought of me slamming my dick into him and grabbing his ass for leverage. 


"Mmmm..yeah, like that." | bite my lip and close my eyes to allow the thoughts of Izzy take form like a movie 
in my mind. A very triple X rated movie | might add. 


| fucking know what you're thinking. This is wrong. | should be ashamed of myself. How could | be thinking this 


shit when | had someone like Nikki? Yeah, well kiss my ass. You've never sat across from Izzy before, have 


you? No, | didn't fucking think so. 

Izzy Stradlin has some sort of voodoo he puts on you or something. | met him trying to hate him. After five 
minutes | wanna fuck him. Believe me it's fucking twisted to me too. But it fucking is what it is. Que sera sera 
bitches. 


"Come Tommy," Nikki whispers across the head of my dick. 


Oh yeah, I'm gonna come alright. Gonna come hard too. To thoughts of a dark haired guitarist with cobra eyes, 


a spell casting smile, and the voice of angels singing in harmony with harps. 


"Oh fucking yeah! Whooochoooo!" 


Smacked Out Angel 


Smacked Out Angel 
Izzy's POV 


| hadn't really intended on trying to meet the guys from the Crue. But Slash had to open his fat mouth and 
tell Nikki | was a fucking dealer. | dealt in smack Persian mostly. The good shit. 


So now Nikki Sixx is hanging on me like some fucking groupie. The guy is hooked hard. Not that | really fucking 
care, it is more cash in my pocket after all. And this Tommy guy is apparently Nikki's little boy toy. | could 
show him how to be my toy if he liked 


It is a refreshing change to be around some guys of my ilk | can fuck chicks all | want, but they just don't 
completely satisfy me. They give me a work out, little bit of head, but that's about it. 


Now | have two, not one, two Crue members ready to get down. | didn't even have to try. They just sort of 
fell in my lap. Funny how things work. Call it fate, the stars aligning, whatever you like, whatever it is it's 


fucking awesome for me. I'd gotten so used to being the odd man out. 


Tommy was something else. He was basketball player tall. He was always so fucking hyperactive and full of 
energy. His words came out a mile a minute and coke didn't help none. He was funny though. And | had heard 


quite a few tales about how big his..um, manhood was. 


Nikki was a real piece of work. Total control freak, which usually means that in the sack they either like to be 


in control or get off on being dominated. I'm gonna say Nikki has to be in charge. 


Nikki seems like a depressive type of guy. don't think he does drugs to get high. | think he does drugs to try 
to feel normal. He really pushes the envelope. The guy is like a fucking ringmaster. And everybody that worked 
for them was fucking crazy too. 


l'm presently on stage in the middle of our set. To my immediate right is Nikki and Tommy. Nikki is watching 
me. Tommy is watching Nikki. Me, I'm watching both of them. | would love to be smack dab in the middle of 
them both. 


| give Nikki a smirk to say, "Yeah | see you looking". He's too zoned out to even notice | think. He's just standing 
like some statue. Tommy is trying to play off his staring by mimicking Stevie's drumming. He's bouncing about 
rather impatiently. | think he must be jealous that Nikki is checking me out. While at the same time, he's trying 


to see what it was Nikki was so drawn to. Jesus these two were so fucking transparent and easy to read. 


Axl is giving me dirty looks because he thinks they're distracting me from preforming. Axl fucking hates them, 
hates all of the Crue. He calls them degenerates when we are thieves, cheats, and liars our damn selves. 


You know, I'm tired of always being the one who has to sleep with chicks because there's never a willing guy 
available. I've finally been blessed with TWO! What kind of an idiot would | be if | let an opportunity like this 


pass me by? 


No. I'm going to fucking enjoy this. | had plans for both of them, perhaps both of them together. | can see | 
should probably start Nikki but that would be far too simple. | like the pursuit of a chase. Tommy would be 
more fun to chase because he might run a few feet before giving in. Yeah. This was gonna be one memorable 


tour. 


Don't Worry 


Don't Worry 

Tommy's POV 

So the show's over and I'm about to shower and go meet up with Nikki at some club downtown. | know Nikki will 
be fucking obliterated by the time | get there. Since that goddamn Stradlin came around he's just stayed 
fucking high. 

"Did it really come to you in a dream?" | hear a soft angelic voice say from behind me. 

| turn but don't see anyone. Ok. Weird. I'm not high am |? Well not too bad. | shrug and go about my business. 


"Did you like patton the idea or something?" The voice rings out again 


| spin around and this time my eyes fall on Izzy with his shoulder propped on the door frame. He's glancing 


down peeling and orange. 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" | say showing signs of frustration. 
"The spinning drum thing," Izzy says still studying the orange. 

"Oh..." 

‘Its really cool. You never see drummers contribute so much to a show.’ 
"Yeah..um.l've gotta go meet Nikki." 

"Nikki can wait," Izzy says as he pops an orange slice in his mouth. 
"What?" | ask as | pull on a shirt. A shower will have to wait now. 

"Trust me, he's not looking at the clock" Izzy smirks. 

| smirk back, "You don't know Sixx." 


"What are you his property or something?" Izzy asks folding his arms across his chest, still propped in the 
doorway. 


"No. 


He thrusts his weight off the door frame and takes a few strolling steps towards me. He has this strange 


alluring look on his face. A crooked smile dawns his lips. He's got nice fucking features. Fuck. 

"I kinda sense you don't like me Tommy," He says to me with that deceiving fucking smile of his. 
"|. don't even know you bro...” 

"Do you wanna?" He chimes in. 

"Do | wanna what?" | ask 

"Know me," he slightly chuckles with amusement. | think he's enjoying this shit too much. 

‘|.l've gotta go," | nervously say grabbing a few things and planning my exit. 


"Not so fast," Izzy says and puts his hand on my chest. | can only stare down at him like some terrified little 


kid. "So tense," he deviously laughs. "Am | making you nervous Tommy?" 


| gulp. 


He leans up and plants his lips to mine. I've gotta give it to the fucker, he's bold And what do | do? | fucking 
kiss him back. Yeah yeah, | fucking hear you, "Shame on you Tommy, what about Nikki?". Well Nikki isn't here. 
Nikki is god knows where probably prodding around for a fucking vein. It's not like he's just all over me all the 
time. The truth is, he's been rather neglectful of my sexual needs lately. Now here comes somebody different 
stepping up to the plate. I'm a man, not a fucking saint. You stand here and kiss this motherfucker and tell me 


you wouldn't think about fucking him too. Fuck you. Shut up and just watch. 
"I hear you have a huge..huge..” 
"You wanna see?" | pant cutting lzzy off. 


He smiles and bites his lower lip. | quickly begin undoing my pants. | flop my cock out and in two point two 
seconds he's all over it. Goddamn Stradlin gives fucking killer head! 


"Fuck me," | moan out as Izzy picks up a faster rhythematic pace. | guess he's a pretty good guitarist after all. 


If not he's aces at the fucking skin flute. 


What The.. 

Tommy's POV 

My eyes fluttered open with the sun shining brightly in them. | feel a piercing ache in my head. Damn what did 
| fucking take last night? Fuck. | turn my head and see that I'm on the bus, asleep with Nikki. Nikki? 
But..didn't..what the.. 

Nikki begins to stir. He stretches and mumbles, "Morning." 

Ooook.so everything is cool between us. Did | dream all that about Izzy? Or did that shit really happen? 

"What the fuck did we do last night? My head is fucking killing me," | moan, 


"Mmmm. Fcuk if | know," Nikki mutters and pulls a pillow over his head. 


What the fuck? Did | just step into the fucking Twiligt Zone? What's going on here? Surely | didn't dream that 
shit. Nikki wasn't helping me fill in any blanks. | guess | would just have to talk to Izzy. 


| get up and go to the phone in the front of the bus. Vince obviously had an orgy last night. I'm stepping over 
naked bitches right and left. | pick up the phone and dial GnR's bus. 


"Dick's mortuary, you stab em we slab em," someone answered, 
"Put Stradlin on the phone." 

“Sure.uh who is this?" The guy asks me. 

‘Tommy: 

"Oh hey man, it's Duff" 

"Yeah, hey man," | impatiently reply. 

"Hold on man.l've gotta wake his ass up." 


| listen. | can hear Duff trying to wake Izzy. Izy keeps telling him to fuck off. He sounds like Nikki. Finally he gets 
on the phone. 


"Yeah man," he says in a drowsy tone. 


"Dude..what the hell happen last night?" | whisper. 
"You know.just stuff," Izzy yawns. 
"Did.we..you and me?" | ask slowly. 


"You were great Tommy." He answers. 


Shit, so | wasn't dreaming that. But how the hell did | get on the bus? And where did Nikki come from? And 
why wasn't he mad at me for ditching him? Did | end up meeting him after all? 


"What did you give me? | can't remember shit! 
"What are you talking about?" 

"| think you drugged me or something.” 

"No | didn't. Didn't need to." He answers. 

If Izzy didn't drug me what the fuck happened? "Dude, did you see me take something?" | ask 
"Just my dick," he slightly chuckles. 

"Then why don't | remember shit?" | say 

"| dunno man.ask Nikki," and then lzzy hung up. 


FUCK! What the hell happened?! 


The Blanks 


The Blanks 
Tommy's POV 


| scratch my head and strain my brain to fucking remember something about last night. | remember me and 


Izzy going at it backstage at the venue..but beyond that I'm completely blank. What the fuck happened? 
"Nikki," | nudge him, "Nikki wake up!" 


"What?" He snaps in a crabby mood. He's always Mr. Pissy pants when he wakes up. After his morning fix he's 


much more sweet. But there's no time to wait. | need to know what it is | can't fucking remember. 

"Nikki what the fuck do you remember from last night?" 

"| don't know, leave me the fuck alone!" | snaps rolling over onto his stomach. 

"Come on man, think," | further badger him. 

"Fuck off Tommy! 

NIKKl's POV 

Fucking shit Tommy never fucking stops. All | want to do is sleep a while longer before detox wakes me up. 


Why the hell does he want to know what happened last night? Fuck if | know. I'd have to re read my diary to 


be able to answer him. I'm not reading fucking shit right now. Tommy can go fuck himself 
*Nikki.man.. 

"Go back to sleep babe,” | yawn 

"Nikki listen.! think | was drugged last night" 

"NO!" | say faking a surprised shock When the fuck was he not fucking drugged? 

"Dude l'm fucking serious! Please tell me what happened last night!" 


Ok Tommy is offically panicking now. Must be something serious. | sigh and will my eyes open. "I need my 


diary,” | frown and point to it laying across from us. 


Tommy grabs it and hands it to me. | flip to the back and begin reading. 


"Went to a club. You showed up late. We drank. You passed out. Security had to carry you back here in a 
fucking wheelchair. Oh and you got us banned from the club for life." 


"Banned?" He asks in surprise. 
"Yeah..apparently you kept pulling the shirts up on the bar maids." 
"That does sound like me," Tommy shrugs. 


| close my diary, "See nothing special happened. Just an ordinary night. Can | fucking go back to sleep now?" | 
ask him. 


"But it doesn't make sense," he says with a puzzled look on his face, ".| don't remember any of that." 

"What do you want me to do about it Tommy?" | scoot down in the bed. Fuck my ass hurts. Did we get so high 
that Tommy actually fucked me? "Did you fuck me last night?" | ask Tommy with a confused look, "My ass 
hurts." 

"How the fuck am | supposed to know? | told you | don't remember shit” 

| scrunch my brows to think. That was strange that neither of us can remember. Usually between us we are 
able to piece back together the events of any given night. Odd. A total black out on both our behalves. very 
odd indeed. 

‘Oh yeah," | add, "why were you late last night anyway?" 


"Got caught up talking to Izzy," he said with floating eyes. 


Izzy huh? Why does he look like | just caught him with his hand in the cookie jar? Is there something he's not 


telling me? 


"Go back to sleep," he says softly and kisses my forehead. Very fucking peculiar. Now he wants to drop the 
subject. Now he wants me to be asleep. What exactly is going on here? 


"We need to ask around and see if anybody saw us last night," | say. "It's a bit weird neither of us remember 


shit.and now my ass hurts like shit.did | fucking get raped?" 


Tommy chuckles, "I hope it was me." 


Suspicious 
Suspicions 
Nikki's POV 


At sound check me and Tommy were standing around talking when Izzy came up to us. He sort of looked 


rattled Uneasy like he had had too much coke. 
"You alright l2?" | ask him. 
"Um..yeah, sure," he says and starts to chew at his thumb nai. 


| glance at Tommy who is looking at Izzy with the same uneasy expression plastered to his face. Hey what's 


this shit about? 
| give Tommy a questioning look He quickly looks away from Izzy and down to his shoes. 
"Is something going on?" | ask 


"Man," lzzy pipes up, "last night. can't remember last night at alll mean | remember some of it." He glances 


at Tommy and quickly looks away, *but.shit's just gone.its weird’ 

"Know what you mean bro," Tommy nervously nods. 

| scan back and forth between this peculiar acting pair before me. 

"You think somebody drugged us?" Nikki asked? 

"LI don't know," Izzy shrugged 

"Somebody had to..right," Tommy looked at me. 

"Who the fuck would want to drug usand with what?" | think aloud. 

"| suspect Axl" Izzy huffs. 

"Well nobody would fucking do this shit to us," Tommy shrugged. 

"Where the fuck is that motherfucker," | say through clenched teeth as | ball my fist 


"Sixx you can't just go kick his ass," Izzy sighs, "I can't prove he did this just yet" 


"Well somebody better be able to tell me what the fuck happened last night!" | snap. 


"Slash says they found me passed out where the bus's were parked. They said | pissed on the tires and 
couldn't fucking walk onto the bus." 


"And my diary says that our security had to bring Tommy back in a fucking wheelchair," | add. 
"And Sixx's ass hurts," Tommy just fucking threw in 


Izzy looks at me with a slight smile on his face. | can only shrug and try not to fucking blush like a fucking girl. 
Why does everyone think that it's funny | was raped. 


"| say we just ask around and see who saw us last night and what they remembered," Izzy shrug. 
"Yeah," Tommy nodded, 

"Somebody better fucking know something," | snarl. 

"Don't worry," Izzy gives me a tender smile, "we'll figure it out" 


| could feel Tommy's eyes on me. | know he saw how Izzy's smile melted me like butter. But somehow | got the 


feeling lzzy was having that kind of effect on Tommy too. 


A Special Night 

A Special Night 

Tommy's POV 

| had planned for Nikki and | to have a spcial evening after the show. Tonight just so happen to be our seven 
year anniversary. But l'm more sentimental than Nikki. He always forgets. | had been dropping him hints all day, 
but they didn't even register. But still | try. 

| had gone super cheezy tonight. | had ordered champagne. | had about a thousand candles illuminating the 
room. i even ordered three dozen roses to rip to shreds and sprinkle the room with petals. As a gift | got Nikki 
a custom bike. i know he had been talking about it for quite sometime. The paint job was a collection of Motley 


Crue logos. 


As | was leaving | ran into Izzy in the hallway of the hotel. He seemed a bit shy now, unable to even look me in 


the eye. 
"Uh Tommy," he uttered. 
"Yeah man," | pause my stride to look at him. 


"The other night..after the show. I'm sort | just threw myself at you like that. I'm not normally so bold. It's 


just been a while for me. | hope you can understand." 

"Yeah, it's cool brono sweat," | shrug. 

"And don't worry, Nikki won't find out from me." 

"Yeah, it's probably best. Sixxer is the jealous type. And he's fucking insane." 
Izzy smirked. "I'm used to insane. Axl Rose is in my band, remember?" 

| chuckle. 

"So what are you and Nikki up to tonight?" Izzy asks me. 

"Staying in hopefully. It's our anniversary today." 

"Oh..well happy anniversary man," Izzy nods cordially. 


"Thanks," | nod. 


"Well | should probably get going then. Listen, you two have a great night," he smiled and walked off. 


| entered the room and began making preperations for the evening. | couldn't wipe the smile off my face. Nikki 


hadn't had a romantic evening together in ages. 
Izzy's POV. 


So | went down to the bar to drink. | was surprised to see Nikki laying across the bar..drunk.perhaps smacked 


out, most likely both. There was a drink clenched in his hand. | make my way over to him and sit next to him. 
"Drinking alone," | ask 

Nikki's inebriated and sedated head slowly rises to look at me with squinted eyes. "Heeey |zzzz." 

Yeah definately drunk and smacked out. 

"You ok?" | aske examining him. 

"Sure," he says with a cracking voice, "never better. You want a drink or something?" 

"Sure," | shrug, 

"Hey! Bar Bitch," Nikki rudely calls out. "Bring a." He turns to me.what do you want?" 

"Whiskey sour is fine." 

"Whiskey Sour!" Nikki yells out to the chick behind the bar who is rolling her eyes at him. 

"So where's your band? Thought you guys were joined at the hip," Nikki smirks. 

"Not so much anymore," | shake my head. "Thought you and Tommy were inseperable too," | retort. 

"| need my space once in a while," Nikki answers. 

"Oh," | nod. 

"So how do you like these insane huge crowds?" Nikki smiles at me. 

"I'd like then a lot better if Axl got on stage on time and kept his psych rantings to himself," | explained. 


"He always been like that?" Nikki wondered. 


"Yeah," | sigh. 

Nikki gives me a sideways grin, "You seem stressed Stradlin" 

| just snort. If he only fucking knew. Axl was such a pain in the ass and a total homophobe. | had foolishly made 
a move on him when we were kids. He kicked my fucking ass. He is NOT at all comfortable seeing me with a 
guy. So to maintain peace | tried not to subject him to such. 

"I know how to ease that tension," Nikki winks at me. 

| smile and sip my drink, "I think Tommy's waiting on you. 

"He'll live," Nikki shrugs uncaring. 

"But | think he was planning something special for you." i say careful mot to give away Tommy's plan. 


"T-Bone's big boy. he'll be alright” 


| know its probably wrong of me to seduce Nikki on his anniversary. But then | never claimed to be a good guy. 


| want what | want and | never thing o the concenquences. 


"You wanna go back to my room?" | ask. 


Cheater 


Cheater 

Izzy's POV 

| look in awe at Nikki's sexy ass laying across my bed with a hinting smile on his face. He had to be the most 
appealing man | had ever lay my eyes on in my entire life. His eyes were the color of the sea green ocean. His 
black hair set them off. His smile out shined the sun. His body was perfect. | had never seen such muscular 
thighs. Despite the pale skin and sunken in dark eyes you would never suspect he was a junkie. He looked fairly 
happy and always maintained. Nikki was beautiful. 

"I begin prepping us both a fix. "Anybody ever tell you how beautiful you are?" | ask. 

"Yeah, all the time," he snorts. 

| smile at him, "concieted much Sixx?" 

"Believe i or not | was a total dork in school..acne, glasses, the works." 

| was pretty popular because | sold pot," | shrug, "pussy wasn't very hard to come by. 

"So you like chicks too?" Nikki asks me skeptically. 

"I go whatever the way the wind blows me,'l say drawing the smack into the syringe. 


"Did you put coke in it so we don't pass out?" Nikki questions abruptly. 


lm not a rookie you know?" | say holding the syringe up and tapping the bubbles out. | extend the needle over 
to Nikki. 


"You do it," he says holding his arm out to me, "Im too drunk’ 

| shrug and sit next to him. | can't help but notice the ungodly amount ot track marks on his left arm. 
"Do me on the right where the tattoos cover it. Management checks my arms," he replies. 

So | do just that. | watch as Nikki moans out in ecstacy 

‘Mmmm..you have such good fucking smack" 


"| know," | say removing the needle from his arm. 


| pick up my fix and head to the bathroom. 
"Where you going?" Nikki questions. 
"Bathroom, | don't shoot up in front of people." 
Nikki chuckles and reclines back on the bed. 


After my injection is complete | return to the bedroom. | waste no time climbing on top of him and devour his 


lips. | feel his hands gripping mercilessly at my hair. God nikki kisses by the book 
"| wanna fuck you so bad," | moan, "I have since the moment | first lay eyes on you." 
"Well what are you waiting for?" he asks me as he begins jerking my pants open 


| reach down and remove his as well. Once we were both undressed we lay naked making out. Kissing, nuzzling, 


embracing, caressing,exploring. Nikki was insatiable. 
"Lay on your stomach," i pant. 


Nikki rolls over on his hands and knees and my dick twitches at the sight of his perfect ass. | spit on my hand 
and lube up mu dick. | grab his ass cheeks and spread him open. My dick slides in 


"God you're so fucking tight," | moan. | cant wonder how he can be so tight with a Boyfriend the size of 


Tommy. 

"Fuck me harder," Nikki moans as his hand reaches for his cock. 

"Oh no you don't. Move that hand. I'm not ready for you to stroke it" 
"Assertive huh Stradlin | like that." 

"Tonight you're my bitch. You fucking do as | say," | snarl in ecstacy. 
‘Mmmmm yes sir.” 

"Yeah, that's what | thought. You want me to fuck you harder huh?" 
"Please," Nikki coos. 


"Beg then," | smile and slam into his ass. 


"Please Iz..fuck me harder." 
"| dont think you really want it," | say slowing my pace to torture him. 

"| do! Fucking fuck mel," He pants as he trusts his ass onto my dick 

| smack him on his ass. "I don't believe you really want it" 

"Come on Stradlin.Fuck. l'm fucking deprived here. Tommy's too big to fuck me" 

"What are you saying? | have a small dick?" 

'No..is fucking perfect. Tommy's tooo big. Please Izzy. Please fuck me. | need you so bad" 

| start to thrust faster. "If you insist. Is that what you want Nikki? Right there?" You want this dick?" 


"Fuck yes," Nikki hissed thrashing his head. 


Mr. Lonely 


Mr. Lonely 
Tommy's POV 


| waited. No Nikki. | knew he didn't remember our anniversary but its unlike him to not drag into my room all 


trashed. It's 3 am. Nikki should have been here by now. | hope he's ok 


Sixx's drug use has gotten pretty bad. There's no telling where he's passed out. Hell knowing Nikki he may be in 


jail. But surely management would have informed me by now. Where in the fuck are you Nikki? 


| went to a lot of trouble to plan us a special evening. Now it isn't even our anniversary. | hate worrying about 
him. | hope he didn't find some groupies to disappear with. That too would be a very Sixx thing to do. 


Loving Nikki Sixx was a hard job. Nikki was so cold sometimes. So un-affectionate. He's not the cuddling type. 
He's not one for public displays of affection He's not one to hold me after sex. Nikki is actually a dick. 


But | worship the ground the dick walks on | fucking love him with all my heart and soul, despite of his flaws. 
That's what love is. It's accepting the bad with the good. There was a lot of Bad to accept. 


But don't get me wrong, Nikki did love me. Nikki was just deprived of love as a kid. Nikki doesn't even know what 
love was. But it's hard to show something that was never shown to you. Nikki has feelings, but it's like he 
doesn't know what to do with them. 

On very rare occasions Nikki actually seems like he might have a heart. Sometimes he can blow my mind by 
being really sweet. Sometimes | can't believe how nice he can be. It's always a shock Today was not one of 


those days. 


At 4:30 am Nikki quietly stumbled through the door. | could tell he was smacked to the gills. Oh well, | suppose 


| was coked out so | could wait up for him. 

"Where the fuck have you been?" | ask sitting up straight in the bed 

"Jussssst partying man," He says with a drawl and relaxed eyes parted in tiny slits. 
"| waited all night for you!" I snap. 

Nikki slowly takes note of the room. "Did the lights go out?" 


"The lights? What the fuck are you talking about?" | impatiently ask. 


"The candles," Nikki motions around to all the melted down and burnt out candles. 
It was for youl” 


Nikki then notices the rose petals everywhere. "What's with the rose petals? We're dudes T-Bone..guys don't to 


flowers." 

| feel my blood boiling. "Do you even fucking know what yesterday was?!" 
"Uh..Wednesday..wasn't it?" Nikki sways. 

"No you fucking jackass! It was our fucking seven goddamn year anniversary! 
Nikki scratches his chest. "Shit dude.l'm sorry Tommy." 

"Where the fuck were you?" | ask again 

| was out! Fuck! You don't fucking own me Tommy!" 


"No but | thought we were together! What am | supposed to think when you stay out all fucking night and l'm 


here wondering and worrying and fucking tripping?!" 
"That I'm a big boy and | can fucking take care of myself!" 
| can't take any more. | jump up and get dressed. "Fine Nikki..take care of your fucking self then!" 


| storm from the room. 


Peculiar Behavior 


Author's Notes: 
special thanks to NEXUS for enjoying the hell out of my fic. Hope you keep reading. If you have ideas, please 
offer. 


Peculiar Behavior 

Nikki's POV 

| think Tommy expects something. | don't think he expects Izzy. But | was MIA all night long. | hope he thinks | 
was on a smack binge. That was a very believable thing. Tommy would go bat shitcrazy if | cheated on him. On 
our anniversary no doubt. 

I'm just not good with dates, birthdays, anniverarys, never have been Tommy knows this. | hadn't remembered 
an anniversary yet. Birthday and anniversary presents were always delivered late. | know it's shitty of me, but 


it's just who | am. 


My thoughts were interrupted by a knock at the door. | expected Tommy to be the person at the door. It 


wasn't Tommy. It was Izzy. | couldn't help but shocked he was here. | couldn't imagine what he wanted. 
"Hey," he beamed a smile at me, last night was fucking insane." 

"Yeah it was," | blush a bit. 

Izzy held out a composition book to Nikki. "You didn't read it did you?" Nikki asked feeling uneasy. 

"Nah, "I just knew it was yours, thought it might be lyrics or something." 

‘Its my journal," | informed him And i Have no reason wHY. 


GUESS IZZY DIDN'T MAKE ME UNCOMFORTABLE. 


"Journal huh?" 

"Yeah | can vent in it, tell it stuff | don't tell other People." 

| thought about it, just never got around to it" Izzy replied. 

‘I'm a pretty private guy too. | don't want my personal life public." 
Silence encompassed us. 


Izzy cleared his throat, "Last night was fucking 
great. Your'e insatiable. And it's been a really long time since I've got some on that level." 


"Yesterday was mine and Tommy's seven year anniverserey. Ans | totally blew him off. | feel like shit.but | 
wouldn't trade you for the world Physically we are just compatible. Tommy and | don't have full intimacy. 
Tommy's too big for me. But | do love him, | do." 

"Then maybe we could cool it," Izzy looks down 

"| don't want to cool it. You satisfy me in ways Tommy Can't. 


"But you two are in a relationship," Izzy shakes his head. 


Its not your typical relations ship. We can't even have sex. All we do is suck each other off ed he kind enough 
to used to it but he's kin enough to get me off all the same. | loved the feel of you inside me. | fiend for it. " 


‘I've never had anyone as great you Izz" 


Well if you don't have a problem cheating on Tommy..shit l'm down" 


Answer Me 


Answer Me 

Nikkki's POV 

Tommy was still pissed at me fot not showing up the other night. | must have smelled like booze, cigarettes, 
and ass. Hopefully he didn't expect the truth. | was after all a class A liar. Shit why didn't someone remind me 
it was our anniversay? 

Tommy won't even look at me or speak to me. | guess | had hurt him. But there was something about Izzy | 
just couldn't resist. He was fucking insatiable, no to mention his dick would fit in my ass. | was fucking smitten 


like some stupid teenager. 


| then Tommy in the distance coming my direction If it wasn't for the smack I'd be fucking nervous. He had a 


look on hid face that could strike me dead 

"You still not talking to me?" | ask 

Tommy smirks rolling his eyes," go fucking talk to your new fuck buddy Stradlin’ 

"Hts not like that. You know | love you" 

"But he apparently does something for you | don't" Tommy snapped, "What can he get it in you?" 

| look down at my hands. 

"Tell me Nikki, how would you feel If | went off and fucked someone else?" 

"d fucking kill them and not give it a second thought," | replied, and Tommy knew | was dead serious. 
| may be a cheater, but my property is my property. Tommy is my property.end od story. 


"So what am | supposed to do? Forgive you because you were doped up? Should it be water under the bridge? 


Or should | go find Stadlin and kick his fucking ass. 
"Stop being such a child. we fuck other people all the fucking time." | roll my eyes. 
"But just chicks you mother fucker..never dudes. That was supposed to be something special between us!" 


Fuck me | see tears forming in his eyes. | hate it when he cries. 


"No..that's fine Nikki, go fuck whoever you want. I'm sick and fucking tired of you always being closed off to 
me. | hope you find whatever it is you're looking for. Maybe Stradlin does it better for you. I'm fucking done 
Nikki. We're done." 


"Come on Tommy, it was one fucking mistake. | mean Jeus Christ you fucking got married to Heather..how do 


you think | felt?" 

"You know Heather was just for the press.and she knew all about us!" 
"There was a time when we had no secrets Sixx.but now." 

"Hts the smack T-Bone..'s just the smack" 


"And it's ruining your fucking life. How long has it been since you wrote a song? How many times have you not 


even been able to get it up? The devil is riding your back and | can't stand by and watch any more." 
| sigh. 
"| gotta go," Tommy says and storms off. 


| had fucked up. | knew it. But on smack | simply didn't care. Izzy did smack too. It was nice to have something 


in common with someone. | wish i wasn't hurting Tommy, but | had needs and Izzy fulfilled them. 


Smoothing It Over 


Smoothing It Over 

Nikki's POV 

It had been days since Tommy had so much as looked at me. Tommy's big on holidays, anniversaries, and 
birthdays. God | can't believe | forgot. But Tommy should expect this after seven years. | never remembered 
that shit. Apparently Tommy went to a lot of trouble to make a special evening, and what do | do? | shit all 
over it and fucking fuck Izzy. 

Tommy has never been able to completely satisfy me. His cock was huge. It was not going in my ass. Maybe it 
could be stretched out, but fuck Tommy was hung. Izzy was able to give me what | craved for. Izzy was really 
great in bed. 

| didn't see what the big deal was. Tommy had fucking gotten married to Heather Locklear. He said it was a 
public relationship for the press. It certainly didn't stop him from fucking me out on the road. Then Heather 


found us together, so adios Heather. 


Yeah, | know it was wrong to fuck Izzy. but after seven years a man needs a little bit of variety. Sure we both 


did chicks. But nothing was like us together..well except maybe Izzy. 

Tommy knew | fucked Izzy. He knew me too well. Now he was telling me to fuck him. Maybe Tommy was 
serious about us not being together anymore. | should have hurt more. | had been with Tommy seven fucking 
years. It was hard to think it was over. 

But Izzy was helping me to forget. We fuck like animals. Any time, Any place, we didn't fucking care. All our 
band members hated the way we flaunted it, but fuck them. Tommy had | always hid like we were ashamed. 
With Izzy there was no shame. 

At the end of the hallway | see Izzy walking toward me. The devious smile on his face makes my dick hard. 
"Hey there beautiful," he smiled to me. 

| can only gleam back. "So you wanna meet up later?" 

‘| can't tonight, got plans with Axl," he shrugged. 


"You can't blow him off?" | say with a snakelike hiss. "I promise I'll make it worth it” 


"| wish | could..but you don't know Axl." 


Just then Tommy leaves out of his room with a chick in his arms. 
"T-Bone you got a minute?" | nervously ask. 
"No | don't," he cut his eyes to Izzy, "I'm sure Izzy can entertain you. The fucker has no morals." 


Izzy smirked, "You weren't complaining when | sucked you off." 


My brows furrowed as | looked back and forth between the two. "What the fuck did you say?" | seethe staring 
at Tommy with betrayal. 


| didn't fuck him.unlike you did” 

| look with a gaping jaw to Izzy. 

Izzy shrugs, "Take what | can get. Dont meet too many bi fucks in rock" 

"Yeah, so you and Izzy have fun until he gets bored of you," Tommy rolls his eyes and walks away. 


| turn back to Izzy. "What the fuck goes through your head? Doesn't it bother you to ruin a long term 


relationship?" 


"If it was such a great relationship you wouldn't be tempted. | find no one is ever happy. And | don't recall it 
taking a lot of tempting on eithr of you." He lights a cigarette. "So stop tripping Sixx. I'll catch you later.” 


Revenge 

Revenge 

Tommy's POV 

| couldn't believe Nikki did this to us. Seven years, seven goddamn years thrown away for a piece of ass. 
Yeah Izzy sucked me off but | didn't fuck him. | should have. Now it felt like some damn obligation, just to get 


back at Nikki to feel my pain. | mean fuck, Izzy had been where no other man had boldly gone before. 


| looked at the number on Izzy's door. i stared long and hard. | wanted him. Izzy was so confident and slutty. He 


seemed kinky and down for anything. Maybe he could even take me. | needed to feel wanted. | wanted revenge. 
| reached my hand up to the door. 

KNOCK KNOCK 

Izzy entered in the doorway with an acoustic guitar in his hand. 
"You ok Tommy? You look like you've been crying." 

"Why shouldn't |? You ruined my relationship." 

"Tommy Nikki wanted it. You wanted it” 

"You wanted it? yeah well | got something you can have," | smirk. 
| thought you were mad at me?" 

"Angry sex is the best" 

Izzy looked at me confused but intrigued. | began undressing. 
"Undress bitch. l'm gonna fuck you." 

Izzy did so. | knew he wanted it.needed it. 


| approached his naked body and kissed him deeply. He kissed just like Nikki. | tugged him to the bed We made 


out until Izzy got hard. l'm sure he was smacked out. 


"How you want me?" Izzy asked. 


| lay on my back. "Ride that dick." 


Izzy looked skeptical but lubed up and straddled me. He grabbed my dick and slowly worked it in. | could hear 


him wince and moan out in pain. God it felt so good to be in a man for a change. It was so tight: 
"You're huge, | see why Nikki can't take you." 

| began moving my hips. 

"Let me, you're hurting me." 


So Izzy began moving up and down slowly. It felt so fucking good. | reclined up and wrapped Izzy in my arms and 


kissed him as he whimper. 

"You ok?" | ask 

He nodded breathing deeply as he began stroking his dick. 

"That's it," | smile, "stroke that motherfucker." 

"You have me so full." 

"You like that?" | grin. 

"Yeah, | think | might come soon" 

"Me too, this is my first time with a guy" 

Izzy began stroking faster. 

"Let me lay on my back with my legs on your shoulders,” he huffed. 


We traded places and | looked down and eased myself inside him as he whimper and moaned in pain again. His 


legs rested on my shoulders. 

"That what you want?" | ask as he strokes even faster. 

| pick up my pace too Izzy began almost screaming as he stroked. 
"l'm coming," he pant as | watched the jizz shoot onto his stomach. 


| pumped him a few minutes longer and filled his ass with my come. It was the hardest nut of my fucking life. 
| retracted my dick and collapsed. 


"Did it hurt too bad?" | ask. 

"| can take it," he smiled wiping the come from his stomach. 

| sit up and begin dressing. Think maybe we could do this again sometime?" | ask hopeful. 

Izzy smirked, "As often as you can 

"| gotta go. Thanks. That was fucking awesome." 

"Sure thing. So | guess you're not mad at me anymore?" 

"Hard to be mad at someone who made me come so fucking hard. | gotta go..sorry." i make condolences. 


"Sure, see ya" He nodded to me with a sexy half grin 


Self Serving Lies 
Self Serving Lies 


Izzy's POV 


Yeah, so I'm an immoral shit. | had fucked both Tommy and Nikki both. | had single handedly ended a seven 
fucking year relationship. But did | feel remorse. No. But | should have. It was just so easy to have them both. 
The first time took a bit more planning. 


There was a very good reason why neither of them could remember that first night. It was not a coincidence. 
They didn't get too high or too drunk. No, | played a part in that. Quaalude played an even bigger part. You can 
function fine on them, but the next day you couldn't remember shit. So yeah, | drugged them. | did it so they 


wouldn't reject my advances. 

It was nice having a threesome. We were all on our hands and knees. | was Nikki was fucking me and giving me 
a reach around. | was fucking Tommy who was stroking his own dick It was nice to be sandwiched between 
those two sexy bisexual mother fuckers. 

Yeah it was wrong of me. Self serving if you will. But desperation took me over. | knew if they ever 
remembered or found out they would certainly be unhappy with me. | manipulated them. | used them. | lied to 
them. But god it was oh so fucking good. | didn't have a regret in the world. | felt | did nothing terribly wrong. 
My conscious knew | had, but | couldn't fucking care. 

And everyone was right about Tommy. He had an arm between his legs. | don't have a clue how | took him. | 
certainly could see why Nikki couldn't take him. Nikki was tight like a anal virgin. He had never been with a man 
before. Not until me. | took his virginity and he bled from it like a man who had never been violated. No wonder 
his ass hurt the next day. 

My thoughts were interrupted by Axl. 

"What the fuck do you think you're doing with Sixx and Tommy?" 

"What are you referring to man?" | innocently ask. 

"You fucking know perfectly well lz. You're goddamn fucking them!" 


"You can't fucking prove that shit," | snap. 


"I know you Izzy. | know just how bad you want to fuck men, but there's never any around. | know you can do 


groupies, but they never completely satisfy your ass." 


Yeah, this fucker knew me too well. He could always see right fucking through me. Sometimes | really fucking 
hated him for it. But then | was a private guy. When | was upset | held it in. But Axl always knew. It wasn't so 
bad to have someone to talk to sometimes who knew me like a damn book. 

"Hey they didn't put up much fight so they apparently wanted it too." | explained. 

"You know this is gonna start shit. Nikki and Tommy are a couple." 

"They already know," | shrug, "They broke up..so that makes them free game don't it" 

"You're either gonna get your ass kicked or get us thrown off this tour." Axl frowned. 

"| doubt it. They both say l'm the best they ever had. They like the change." 

| swear to fucking god Izzy, if you screw this shit up I'll kick your ass myself" 

"It ain't gonna happen, quit tripping." | shake my head. 

"Just keep in mind what | said. you're no match for me since you became a fucking junkie and you know it" 
"You know | hate being called a fucking junkie..fuck you Axl." 

"Then stop being one!" He hollered at me. 

God | hate being called a fucking junkie. | wasn't proud of it. | tried to hide it by just maintaining, just a little to 


keep from getting dope sick. And no one ever watched me shoot it. But goddamn Axl being Axl could see right 
through me. Bastard. 


Empathy 


Empathy 
Izzy's POV 


| felt like being alone after the show. | was moody | guess. Perhaps | was still pissed at Axl for calling me a 
junkie. | look down at the track marks on my arm. Fuck | was a goddamn junkie. It wasn't like | ever planned to 
be. It was something that just sort of happened. | think selling dope was to blame. It was always there. Then 


one day curious and desperate for a buzz | tried it. | was hooked from that day on. 

But | wasn't that bad off. | was a very functioning junkie. Slash and Stevie weren't. They would get completely 

obliterated and twisted sideways. | did good at maintaining. | just did it to ward off the withdrawal symptoms. | 
didn't even really get high. | used other things to get high. 

| was walking down the dark corridor where the bus's were parked. | was smoking a cigarette and minding my 

own business. My mind, as usual was overworking. | knew a quick fix and some liquor would fix that shit. | was 
pretty sure Slash probably had a bottle stashed somewhere on the bus. 

As | passed the Crue bus | could see a dark figure on the ground leaning against the tire with a dropped head. 
| walked closer. The person had an outstretched arm with a needle dangling from it. A bottle of Jack sat next 

to him. Most of it was gone. 


| bend down and gently pull the needle from their arm. | lift their chin up and can see Nikki's high face. His 
droopy eyes were just tiny parted slits. He was fucked up from the floor up. 


"Here man, this was still in your arm." | say extending the needle out to him. 

He silently took it and stuck it in his boot. 

"What are you doing out here all alone?" | ask softly. 

"Being a sorry fucking asshole cheating junkie." he softly replied. 

‘| feel like that's my fault 

"You didn't rape me Izzy. | was just fucking stupid and weak. | charmed my way into your pants." 
"I thought that's what | did," | chuckle and plop down next to him. 


"You know people always say I'm the fucking devil..and they're right. I'm cold. Im selfish. Controlling. I'm a 
fucking disease." 


"| don't think you're the devil." 


"And you don't know me. | fuck up everything | fucking touch. | sabotage any happiness | could have. | spent 
seven years with Tommy. | thought it was love. But love wouldn't let me do what | did with you. Love wouldn't 
let us fuck all those goddamn groupies either. My smile has always been like a fucking drug to people. It always 


gets me what | want, without fail." 

"It is a beautiful fucking smile," | nod. 

"Yeah, and it made me lose Tommy," he said with tears working up in his eyes. 

It was pretty obvious that Nikki was really regretting losing Tommy. | know | was to blame. But its hard to 
feel remorse for it. Nikki's ass was so fucking tight. | did feel empathy for the pain he was in, but not guilty 
for starting it. 

"If you were smart you would run from me fucking screaming. I'm a fuck up. | hurt anyone who gets near me. 
Tommy was the only one who never left me. | put him through hell, but he took it and stayed right by my 
side..but everyone has their limits | guess. | honestly never gave any thought to fucking any man but Tommy. | 
never thought | would cheat on him with another guy. Chicks were nothing to us. We both fucked them and 
neither of us minded or looked at it as cheating." 

"Nikki you're so hard on yourself. You have a heart, you can't shed tears without one." 

Nikki looks at me as a tear rolls down his cheek. "You sound like Tommy. He was always so sweet." 

| shake my head and look down, "I'm not sweet Nikki, not even close." 

"Sure you are lz. You just work so hard to hide it, to protect yourself. | know you have feelings too." 

| shrug. "I'm no prize." 

"What a pair we would make," Nikki smirks, "two loser junkies who fuck everyone over." 

| HATE being called a junkie. But Nikki saying it didn't really bother me much. He was in the same shoes as me. 
However Sixx only maintained for work. The rest of the time he was like this. He was really bad off if 
management checked his arms for track marks and bruises. But how stupid were they really? You don't see 


track marks on a tattoo. You didn't see them in your feet. Why do people always automatically assume you 


just shoot up in your arms? 


This Isnt Like Me 


This Isn't Like Me 

Izzy's POV 

"Come on man, let's get you on the bus," | say standing up and holding a hand out to help Nikki get up. 
"| just want to fucking sit here," he complains quietly staring at his boots. 


| sigh to myself. "Yeah, but you know cops are all over this fucking place. They would practically nut 
themselves to arrest a rock star. You're fucking trashed man. | think you should get out of the open 


"It's dark as shit, I'm in black.:fuck the police." 
"Look Sixx..get your goddamn ass up and get on the bus because l'm not leaving you alone. Nor do | want to 


stand around here with you and get arrested for having about 60 folds of smack in my pocket for distribution 


of a narcotic..that's a fucking felony man. | ain't down for no felony tonight” 
"Fuck," Nikki sighs. 


| know he can see my logic on this. Then again maybe | had tempted him by mentioning | was loaded with 
smack. That shouldn't come as a surprises. | am a dealer. What good is a dealer with no dope on him? 


| wrap his arm around my shoulder and help him onto the bus. The Crue bus was way fucking nicer than ours! 


They all appeared to have their own private little cubby holes like on a train or something. 
"Where to?" | ask him. 

"Back left," he nodded with his head. 

So | took him in and he collapsed down on his face in the bed. | smile and turn to leave. 
"Get some rest Sixx." 

"Don't go," | hear him say. 


| look over my shoulder at him and see more fucking tears in his eyes. | don't really understand why he wants 


me to stay. | am after all the reason he lost Tommy. | sure as fuck wouldn't want me hanging around. 


Nikki sniffles, "llm kinda afraid..of being alone right now." 


| furrow my brows and look at him. | knew what he meant. He was afraid of overdosing or committing suicide 


or some other horrific act. | guess it is the least | could do for him after all | had done to him. | sit down on 


the edge of his bed. 

"Thanks," He utters. 

"Yeah," | nod, "but | figured you would fucking hate me" 

Nikki shakes his head no. "I don't thirk | could if | tried. There's just something about you lz" 
"Must be my dope," | smirk. "Or maybe its my wonderful personality’ 


“There's nothing wrong with your personality Izzy." He pauses a moment deep in thought. "I know the game you 
play.be a jackass so no one wants to get close. You've been hurt by someone before. | do the same fucking 


song and dance." 


Wow. Nobody but Axl had ever said that to me. And ironically enough it was Axl who had hurt me so deeply | 
couldn't let anyone get close to me to do it again. Impressive analogy and deep thought in that head of Sixx's. 
Not what | ever expected from him. 


"It was Axl.wasn't it?" Nikki asks. 
"What?" | ask having been dazed by my own thoughts. 
It was Axl that hurt you?" 


| look down to my hands. How the fuck did he know that? Nikki was more perceptive than anyone gave him 
credit for. | softly nodded yes. 


"Axl and | grew up together. We were kids and didn't know shit about what we wanted or liked We 
experimented. Axl was a virgin still. It started off with me kissing him and him fucking decking me. But he got 
over it, got stoned and kissed me. After that we made out a lot. Then hand jobs. We looked at ourselves as 
best fucking friends, not like boyfriends. One day the hand jobs turned into blow jobs. Then Axl wanted to fuck 
me, so | let him. | was in love with him. Then finally he let me take him. As | was coming | told him | loved him. 
He shoved me off him, cussed me out, told me he wasn't gay and | was a fucking faggot and ran away. | didn't 
see him until he moved out to LA and found me. By then he had a girlfriend” 


"So you forgave each other?" Nikki asked 
"Well. We have what you might call a symbiotic relationship. Axl needs me for writing songs and melody's and 


shit. And | need him because his voice is cooler to listen to than mine. So we coexist. We're still best friends | 


guess. But still to this day Axl's the only one who could and still does hurt me." 


"You ever dated chicks?" Nikki yawns. 

"Plenty," | nod. "To me.. guess sex is just sex." 

Nikki nods. "I've never loved anyone but Tommy,” he says with more tears. 
‘I'm so sorry Nikki," | say with a hand on his shoulder. 

"Ill be fine.just need time to heal..need..distractions." 

Nikki gives me that half smirk he says always gets him what he wants. 
"Are you giving me that smile you were talking about?" | smile back. 


He innocently shrugs, “Decide for yourself” 


Better Than Heroin 


Author's Notes: 

ok guys. the plot thickens. have you ever been madly in love with someone who wasn't in love with you? have 
you ever been loved by someone you couldn't make yourself love? have you ever totally forgotten loves long 
gone? Have you ever mended a mistake almost as old as you are? keep reading and maybe i can give you 
answers. thanks Nexus, Aggro, Beatvegan, and lali for keeping up with this. 


Better Than Heroin 
Nikki's POV 


Yep, that smile never let my ass down. Izzy stretched out on the bed next to me. Our bodies were squished 
together in the twin size bed. | could feel the heat from Izzy's body. | ran my calloused fingers under his shirt 


and down his side. He shivered a little and smiled. 


His smile drove me fucking nuts, just the same as mine did to people. Izzy raises his hand to move my hair 
back from my eyes. It's very dim so | can't see the expression on his face too well. | think his eyes are 


scanning my face. | feel his rough finger tip glide across my cheek tenderly. 
"Why did you say yes to me?" Izzy asks me softly? 


"Just the way you were so quiet, so cool and so fucking reserved. You carry yourself so confidently. And | find 


you as sexy as fucking hell." 


his finger traces my lip, "And | think you're the most beautiful person | have ever seen. When | look at you | 
see heavenly sun beams radiating from you as hallowed angels sing in my fucking head" 


| smirk, "Is amazing what a little black hair dye, leather, Aquanet, and Cover Girl can do for a guy." 


"Yeah Axl went through this phase when he wanted us to look like every other band that tried to emulate 
what you guys looked like. | took like one fucking picture in eyeliner and said fuck this shit. | wanted the fans to 


like us for the music, not for how we looked" 


"The way we looked made us what we are..with a few lawsuits, drug problems, arrests, and being in the public 


eye all the time didn't hurt either." 


| feel Izzy's fingers running gently under my shirt and up to my chest. "It's all you Nikki. You write the songs. 
You entertain the fans. You come up with these all out crazy ass stage shows. You fucking set yourself on 


fire. And you really do have this magnetic personality 


"| dont, | sigh, "Its all to hide who | really am.how | really feel and think" 
Izzy tenderly kisses my lips. "Tell me who you are then’ 

"Alone. Self loathing. Depressed. Self medicated.’ 

"No family?" Izzy asks. 


| just shake my head. "l'm bitter and angry at my parents. They both fucking left me. | don't know why. But I 
guess | can't be loved. | thought Tommy loved me..but..” 


"Shhh," Izzy silences me and kisses me again as he runs his hand under my hair to the back of my neck. 

| moan in submission as Izzy's hands start to undress me. Then he sits up to disrobe himself. He hugs up to 
me. He's so warm and his skin is like fucking silk. His lips softly travel my neck and ears. He reminds me so 
much of Tommy right now. | liked it better when Izzy was bold and assertive. 


"You're so fucking beautiful," i hear him whispering in my ear. 


"Can | fuck you?" | ask not knowing if Izzy only pitched or if he played the catcher too. | was used to fucking 
Tommy and | had this element of wanting to be in control. 


"| don't know..can you. | mean with all the dope?" he asks. 

"Yeah, | think so. | just wish | could see your face." 

"Turn on a light then" 

So | did. 

| leaned over Izzy and we kissed like something from a cheezy chick flick. My coarse hands ran all over his 
soft warm skin. His hand snakes down to my dick | move from his lips and look into his eyes. They were so 
sweet and warm. He was staring at me like he was confused. 

| lay between his thighs and we kiss softly for a few minutes. 


| want you," Izzy pants. 


| reach over and grab some lotion and lube up. | place the head of my dick at his entry and begin to slowly 


move it in. Izzy moans in pleasure as his own dick starts to harden against my stomach. 


| spent the next few hours of this lonely night making love to Izzy. We didn't fuck like animals this time. No 


this time was more tender, more passionate. It was loving and | think lzzy knew | really needed to feel loved. 


And | think | did. 


Izzy was like some angel sent to save me from my own self destruction Izzy was there to ease my pain. He 
curbed my longing for Tommy. He temporarily made me not hate myself so much. Tommy and | had never had 
something this emotional. Izzy was just what | needed tonight. 


Inflicted Pain 


Author's Notes: 
to my dear psychic friend lali lol. 


Inflicted Pains 
Izzy's POV 


After calming Nikki down with the more affectionate side of me | return to our bus. The only person awake 


ironically is Axl. He's sitting smoking a cigarette. He rolls his eyes and stares at me. 
"Which one of the toxic terror twins you been fucking tonight?" 

| sigh, "Nikki.why?" 

| thought him and Tommy were a thing. But you come along and fuck it all up." 
"What the fuck do you care man.l'm just a goddamn junkie faggot..remember.” 

Axl's face seems to soften ‘Iz.all those years ago.l'm sorry | did that to you." 


"What? You mean let me fall in love? Or are you referring to the part where | tell you | love you and you 


freak the fuck out?" 


"All of it," he drags from his cigarette. "Being with you was always just so natural back then. | never thought 
about how | felt.or how you might feel. It just felt good. | wasn't getting laid by chicks.but” 


"But what? | was the next best thing?" 


"Well it beat the shit out of my own hand," he smirks and snuffs out his cigarette. "You know Izzy..after Erin | 


knew how much | must have hurt you. And l'm sorry. | know it still bothers you." 


| sit across from him and study his face a moment. These little heart to hearts with Axl hadn't happened in 
fucking years. | honestly couldn't tell if he was sincere or just buttering me up because he wanted something. 


"It was a long time ago Ax." | shrug. 


"And you still hurt.don't you? I've met every girlfriend you ever had. At the first sign of any genuine feelings 
at all you duck your tail and fucking run Nobody gets in.do they?" 


| glance at the table and shake my head. 
"And it's my fault.isn't it?" He swallows. 
"Why would | ever want to hurt like that again?" | softly ask and glance up at his eyes. 


'Iz.what could | have possibly known about love? You know how fucked up my family life was? | was too 


confused to get anything.” 
"What is this little moment of clarity getting at? I'm fucking tired." | roll my eyes. 


"I know now Izzy. | know I'm the only person you've ever been in love with..and | know I'm the only person who 


has ever hurt you..the only one who knows how to stick the knife in you and twist it is me." 


| didn't want to fucking cry. But this motherfucker always found a fucking way to make me. | fucking hated 
him. | fucking loved him. Still. | always would. 


'Iz.1 can't say enough how sorry | am. | know everything is all my fault. The heroin is my fault too isn't it? 
The dope dealing? The thing with Nikki and Tommy?" He sees my tears. "lm hurting you right now ain't |? You 


never cry." 
| sniffle and wipe my nose, "Why the fuck are you saying all this?" 


"Because it finally hurts me too man, It hurts me to watch you push anyone you could away because you're 


afraid to be hurt again. | want you to be happy Iz | want you to have the happy little life you deserve." 
"How the fuck do you know what | deserve? Maybe | deserve exactly what the fuck I've gotten" 


"You're so different Izzy..don't you remember that skinny little fucking stoner drummer who had the big sheet 
behind his drums with IZZY scrolled over it? Man Jeff Isbell was the coolest motherfucker | knew. You always 


had this way of reversing my shitty moods. You always knew how to cheer me up, make me laugh." 
"Yeah and don't forget make you bust a nut," | snarl and wipe away tears. 


‘Izzy. never told you what being with you was like. | was a dumb kid and | didn't know how to express myself. 
But now. was happy back then..you and me, the river and the tracks, weed and shrooms and anything else we 
could find. | could be feeling totally shitty and your smile always made me smile too. And when | looked into 
your eyes | could see all that love and devotion you had for me..but | didn't get it.you got it, but | just 


couldn't back then..can you understand that?" 


"| gave up trying to fucking understand you years ago." 


"I know," Axl nods, "and that's my fault. | did to you what | watch you do to everyone else..you got too close to 


me and | shoved you away because | was terrified when you told me you loved me." 


"It was the first time you ever let me fuck you..after fucking forever of making out and sucking and hand jobs 
and shit. | thought it would be a romantic fucked up way to tell you. never thought you would turn so cold so 


fast. You called me a faggot but there you were fucking me for years!” 


"And | felt so sorry for it Iz. didn't even know how to face you after that. | couldn't stop thinking about the 
way you looked at me that night after | pushed you away. You looked at me exactly like you're looking at me 


now. 
My tear soaked eyes float down, unable to look at him. | didn't want to listen. | didn't want to dredge up all this 
dead and buried shit. But Axl had a point. | did to everyone what he id to me. | never let anyone in.if they got 
close | locked the fucking door. And it was Axl's fault | was this way. 

"I just miss the way you were when we were kids. But the light in your eyes is fucking gone. | really want to 
see it come back. | want to see you kick heroin. | want to to get married and make little babies..but If it's a 
guy..whatever man. | really want you to be happy, no matter what" 


| swallow and refuse to look at him. | wipe my nose. "All | remember ever wanting was you." 


"Don't give up so easy Iz.Love fucking hurts..and feels great and confusing and makes perfect sense..Don't just 
let yourself disappear.live your life." 


"What kind of life do you expect from some junkie faggot? You know | always believe everything you've ever 


told me like its the fucking gospel. If that was how you saw meit must have been the truth’ 
"| was just mad all those times. | didn’t mean it" 

"Fooled me," | mutter. 

"Ok, then believe me when | tell you | love you Izzy. | always have and always will. But i's not the love you're 
looking for. | can't be someone's everything, And | know that's what you're looking for. If its Nikki or 


Tommy..you know, go with it” 


"They're just easy fucks man," | shake my head. "| just can't allow myself to feel anything anymore. was 


always you." 
"I know," he nods and gives me a sympathetic look "I wish | could take it all back and fix everything.’ 


Me too," | sniffle, "me too." 


Road Rage 


Road Rage 
Tommy's POV 


Stuck on a fucking bus. Stuck on a fucking bus drumming aimlessly on the windows and shit. Stuck on a fucking 
bus with my ex. Stuck on a fucking bus with two other band members who weren't speaking to me. Stuck on a 


goddamn bus and unable to go more than 50 feet. Stuck on a fucking BUSI! UGH! 


Nikki is sitting not too far away and in my line of sight. He's writing something.diary, lyrics, hit list.who knows 
with Nikki. | guess him and Stradlin are a thing now. They fuck at every place we seem to go. | had just fucked 
him the one time. Nikki..Nikki couldn't get enough. Guess it's safe to say he's done with me too. 


| see Nikki running his hand over his face in a mentally exhausted kind of way. My first instinct is to go over 
and massage his shoulders. But fuck Sixx. He could fucking tense up go sleepless and fucking rot for what he 
did to me.to us. Yeah, you're saying to me "Oh Tommy..why are you being like that? You did let Izzy suck you 
off first" Well let me fucking indulge you..to a man a blowjob is like a handshake. It's so not the same as letting 
a dick penetrate you in the unholiest of unholy's! Especially when said ass has never even had a dick in it! It 
was my goddamn ass to take and that fucker Stradlin stole it from me! 


| mean yeah | saw what Nikki saw in Izzy. He fucking see's himself. Izzy's so much like Sixx. I'm sure Nikki knows 
how to relate with someone who thinks and feels just like him. But | wanted them to fucking go down in flames 


for it! 
Nikki looks over his shoulder at me. | guess he could fucking feel my eyes burning into the back of his fucking 
head. His eyes are puffy and red, his nose too. This indicates to me he's been crying. | really really dont want 


to fucking care. But seven goddamn years.. 


Nikki slowly rises with his notebook in his hand. He looks down and makes his way over to me. He carelessly 


tosses the notebook in my lap. 

"Here, make up a beat for that" 

And he disappears to his room. 

| look down to the notebook in my lap. Its turned to a page. | see Nikki's handwriting. He always writes big and 
skips lines. It's easy to read really. It appears to be a song. | read the top line. "Without You, Lyrics by Nikki 


Sixx." 


| blink and begin reading, It's very unlike Nikki to ever relinquish this fucking notebook into anyone's hands. He 


always tore out the lyrics and gave us a single sheet of paper. 


"Without you, there's no change 
And nights and days are grey 
If | reached out and touched the rain 


it just wouldn't feel the same 


Without you, I'd be lost 
I'd slip down from the top 
I'd slide down so lo low 


Girl you'd never, never know 


Without you, without you 
A sailor lost at sea 


Without you woman, the world comes down on me 


Without you in my life 

I'd slowly wilt and die 

But with you by my side, 
you're the reason I'm alive 
But with you in my life 
You're the reason l'm alive 


But without you without you 


Without you, my hope is small 
Let me be me all along 
You let the fires rage inside 


Knowing someday I'd grow strong 


Without you, without you 
A sailor lost at sea 
Without you, woman 


The world comes down on me 


Without you in my life 

I'd slowly wilt and die 

But with you by my side 
You're the reason l'm alive 
But without you in my life 
You're the reason l'm alive 


But without you, without you 


| could face a mountain 


But | could never climb alone 


| could start another day 

But how many, just don't know 

You're the reason the sun shines down 
And the nights, they don't grow cold 
Only you that I'll hold when I'm young 


Only you as we grow old 


Without you in my life 

I'd slowly wilt and die 

But with you by my side 
You're the reason l'm alive 
But with you in my life 
You're the reason l'm alive 


But without you, without you... 


The fucking bastard! Why couldn't he just leave me the fuck alone and let me be mad? That manipulating FUCK! 
This was his way of apologizing to me. For Sixx it's a stretch. | flip to the front of the notebook and see more 


writing. 
"August 24th, 1981. 


Have you ever done something that you know was horribly wrong? Did you do it knowing how badly it would 
hurt someone? How do you say you're sorry? How do you take it all back and banish all the pain? Can you? | 


sure as fuck wish | knew how. 


Tommy holds my heart and soul if | have any such thing. He's the only person who ever just let's me be me 
and never tried to change me. | don't deserve his loyalty. | don't deserve him. | wish with everything | have 
that | could be a better person for him. | wish | could be that saintly hero he sees in his eyes. | wish | could 


love the way he does. 


Meeting Izzy Stradlin was like placing a mirror in front of my face. It allowed me to finally see myself from 
the outside looking in | fucking hate what | saw. | feel bad for Tommy for seeing it too..and for so fucking long. 


Now I'm lost, I'm without him, and have no clue how to carry on 


| long for death as | have for so many years now. | deliberately try and try to just invite the grim reaper in 


my door, but he never comes. | bang and band on his door but no one will let me in. | know its what | deserve." 


| Will Let You Down, | Will Make You Hurt 


Author's Notes: 
ok so by popular demand of you readers Axl now gets a POV 


| Will Let You Down, | Will Make You Hurt 
Axl's POV 


| hadn't given Izzy a second thought in so so long. Since | came to LA Izzy was on heroin. | guess when he left 
home he came out here and dealt to survive. But with his addictive personality it probably wasn't the best of 


ideas. 


| feel like I'm to blame for driving him out of Indiana. It's like he couldn't graduate fast enough to fucking get 
away from me. And some time later | take a bus all the way to LA and spend fucking months trying to find 


him. | knew | needed Izzy to be a rock star. And he knew he needed me. 

| finally found him playing is some stupid band at some club on the strip. He was so drunk he couldn't play for 
shit and he was playing a bass at the time. When his eyes met mine he did a double take and made a strange 
reverberated noise on the bass earning him a few glances from his band members. The color completely 
flushed from his face. He looked faint. He stared at me like | was a ghostly apparition that no one else could 
see. 

When his band finished the set he walked.well, staggered over to me. He had no words to even say, just looks 
of confusion. | was expecting a much more pleasant reception But | only got deafening silence. Finally | said 


something cheezy like, "Hey Iz. | finally found you. Aren't you surprised to see me?" 


Yeah he was fucking surprised. Eventually after | did all of the talking and filling him in he looks to me and tilts 


a beer bottle at me. 
"You got a place to stay?" 


"Yeah. I've got an apartment with my girlfriend. | work at this science place where | just smoke cigarettes all 


fucking day so they can test the effects. Cush job." 
"Can | crash with you? l'm kinda in between at the moment. | have money if you want rent or something.” 
"No..sure you can stay as long as you want" 


Didn't turn out to be very long. Izzy had this inferior hatred for my girlfriend at the time. She was jealous of 


Izzy and he was insanely jealous of her. It culminated to Izzy moving out when she made some snide comment 
about Izzy drooling after me like a fucking junkie dog. Izzy goddamn lost it! He fucking pinned her down on the 
couch and screamed and screamed at her that she didn't know a fucking thing. She kept on antagonizing him. 
Izzy pulled out a fucking switchblade and slammed it down in the couch cushion right beside her fucking head. 
At this point | had to intercede. | honestly thought Izzy was gonna kill her. To this day I'm not so sure he 
wouldn't have if | didn't pull him away. 


Not very many people have the displeasure of knowing Izzy's psychotic side. He's just way better than most at 
supressing it. Truly fucking Vulcan when it came to emotion, but it hadn't always been that way. There was a 
time when he was so so different. The dope made him shifty, paranoid, void and disconnected. 


But once upon a time there was Jeff "Izzy" Isbell. He was so smooth, suave, and cool. He was friendly with even 
the biggest of assholes.namely me. It's like Izzy used to know just what people need from him. It was like he 


lived just to make others happy..to make me happy. But | had killed that part of him. 


It all started out with me almost crying because my stupid dad had said this really condescending shit that 
now | can't even remember. Izzy listened attentively as | replayed the scene for him. His brows furrowed as 
my intensity grew. Then he tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, leaned in and gave me a soft small kiss on 
the lips.just a peck really. | totally spazzed out. My guy reaction was to punch him in the jaw. He backed away 
looking at me like God himself reached down from heaven and smacked him. He didn't say a word as | left. He 


pretty much just avoided me until | came to him wanting to skip school and go get high. And we did. 


Izzy had finally started acting comfortable in my presence again as if nothing ever happened. | said something 
and he looked over at me with a slight hint of a smile. When he smiles like this he looks just like a painting of 
cherubs. It warms your soul. In that moment it made him so fucking beautiful to me. Beautiful like something 
you stare at in a store window..wanting but can't ever buy. In that moment | noticed his eyes for the first 
time. One was shades of an olive hazel, the other was completely void of green and fixed with just tones of 


brown and amber. | just had to posses him, if only for just a second. | had to take in all that beauty. 


So | leaned over and did his own manuver on him. His eyes closed and | could hear him draw in his breath in 
relief as if he had been waiting to exhale for this exact moment. | linger longer than a peck. Izzy then cups the 
side of my face, tilts his head and we part our lips and let our tongues slide across each other's. The kiss 
didn't stop for what felt like an hour. When we parted Izzy was looking at me like he expected me to hit him 
again, but oh so hopeful | had liked that. 


"| can do better if." 

"That was perfect," | nod softly and we both turn and stare out at the train tracks. 

From that day on we were inseperable. | was still a virgin. Izzy wasn't, so he was always trying to step things 
up a notch. But he was patient.! have to fucking give him that. But Izzy's patience had limits. The first hand job 


he ever gave me | fucking protested and pushed his hand away as much as | could. That psychotic side reared 
its head and he wouldn't give in until | stopped fighting him. So | gave in Eventually | was comfortable enough 


to do the same for him. 


Then came my first ever blow job. The fucker was a bit more sneaky with that approach. | spent the night at 
his house. We fooled around and passed out naked. His parents never bothered much with checking in on Izzy, 
so we did as we wanted at his house. | woke up to him sucking my dick. | exploded in his mouth in two point 


two seconds. Izzy spit and sputtered and slapped my thigh and asked for a little notice the next time. 


After a whole lot of begging Izzy finally got me on my knees with my head in his lap. He paid me back by not 
telling me he was gonna come. | didn't much care for what happened but he laughed it off and asked how it 


was, happy to give me a dose of my own medicine. 


So then this one time | was watching Izzy fuck some chick under the bleachers at school while | was supposed 
to be keeping watch. | was watching alright. | wanted to fucking be Izzy. | wanted to feel what he felt with that 
girl. So after much internal debating for weeks | asked him if he would ever let me fuck him. He smiled with 
this little smirk and a soft nod. He seemed again relieved | had asked. 


Then | sort of lost my virginity | guess you could say. Izzy was usually the protagonist, but this time even he 
was nervous. This was a first for him too. | could feel his legs shaking as | got on my knees between them. | 
smeared a bit of vaseoline on my hard dick and looked down for where it went. | prodded and poked around 
trying to get it in until Izzy was in fucking tears and asking me to stop. By that point | was animalistic and 
psychotic and | couldn't stop. Tears streamed from the corners of Izzy's eyes as his fists clenched at the 
sheets. Moans and whimpers came from him as he tried to keep quiet and let me do as | wished. And when | 
was finished Izzy was different. He just lay his head on my shoulder and stared up at the ceiling as | caught 
my breath. 


"Was it good?" he softly asked. 
| nod with my chest heaving up and down. 
"Guess you're not a virgin now." 


It was a very very long time before Izzy worked up the nerve to actually want to fuck me. He was content 


just pleasing me. But as | said, even Izzy's patience has limits. 


| actually caved in on prom night..cleche' | know. But Izzy was way more experienced and gentle with me than | 
had been with him. Any time | moaned or acted like it her he would back off and ask if | was ok or if | wanted 
him to stop. | let him continue. It was maybe ten minutes. | watched his eyes tighten shut and his movements 
get rigid. A throaty sound escaped him and his head lowered to rest next to mine. | could hear his labored 


breathing next to my ear. Then he said it. 
"| love you." 


And you know how the rest went. | was so wrong to treat Izzy that way after all the things we had done 


together. But | panicked. | saw how genuinely wonderful and loving Izzy was. | felt how his entire world revolved 
around me like the sun. | knew he would pluck the stars from the heavens and give then to me on silver 
platters if he could Why would anyone want to do this for me right? There had to be a reason, alternative 
motives, right? But | didn't understand that there wasn't. Izzy just loved me. Loved me exactly how | wanted to 
be loved and it scared the fuck out of me. 


Forced Hand 


Forced Hand 

Tommy's POV 

| read every single word Nikki had written in that diary. It must have went back six months at least. | had no 
idea Nikki was so..so in need of some serious fucking help. | didn't know how much drugs he was doing. | didn't 
know he wanted to fucking die. | don't want him to die. 

Nikki mentioned me in so fucking many entries. | never even knew he had feelings like that. Nikki never told me 
he loved me, but in his own words | read it. Nikki still loved me. Izzy was nothing to him but another way to 
self destruct. 

| stand up with the diary in my hand. | go back to where Nikki is. | knock but there is no sound. | open the door 
and see Sixx sitting there, propped up with his head leaning on the window staring aimlessly out of it. His lazy 
smacked out eyes look over at me. | see blood running down his arm from a very previous injection 

| hold the notebook out to him. "You may want this back." 

He sniffles and doesn't move. He just looks at me with those lazy eyes. "| don't feel like writing in it anymore." 
"Is all this true Nikki? The drugs? Not caring that it's killing you? Wanting to fucking die? Pissing blood? Me?" 


He can only give me a strange desperate smile of sorts. 


"Why didn't you tell me? Why didn't you just fucking talk to me. | was there for you..fucking always. | fucking 


loved you." 

"I know." he faintly whispers. 

| sit at the edge of his bed and look him over. It isn't until just now that | actually see with my own two eyes 
that had been so fucking blind. Nikki is really fucking sick. He's like fucking almost walking dead. How could | not 
see it? Was | this fucked up too? 

"I needed to know," | softly shake my head. | feel my eyes tearing up. "I fucking.| can't lose you.." 

‘lm already gone." 


| quickly turn my head to look at him. He's staring back out at the window. 


"No..no Sixx don't you fucking do this! Don't you fucking say your goodbyes to me!" 


"When we go to Japan.l'm staying.” he whispers, his breath fogging the windows. 
"You're staying? What the fuck do you mean you're staying?" 
| mean I'm staying." 


"For what? To fucking die?! Fuck you Nikki! Fucking fuck youll" I'm crying hysterically at this point. "No! Stay 


with mel Fucking please! | love youll! | can't fucking live without youll!" 


Nikki slowly slides his hand over to touch mine. "I'm sorry Tommy..for everything I've done wrong.| love you so 


much it hurts.it hurts in my chest, my stomach.head.all over: 
| lay my head in his lap sobbing, He strokes my hair gently. "Do you still love me?" 
"Yes," | cry. 

"Can you ever forgive me 


"| already have..and l'm sorry too. | fucking did the first thing wrong.| started this..'m sorry. | love you and | 
need you Nikki.” 


"Promise me..promise me you'll never leave me." 

"| do.if you promise me the same." 

Nikki hesitates. "I don't know how much longer | can do this..." 
"Please let me help you.please stop with the junk. Stop for us." 
"| don't know how to stop." 

"We'll figure it out together..ok?" 

"Promise?" 


"Always." 


Im Sorry Thank You 


Ok So I've noticed something. People always refer to a Slash/Axl union as Slaxl. Duff/lzzy as Duzzy..But what is 
Axl/lzzy? No one has given them a pet name. | shall. | hearby will call them Izzal. It has a Snoop Dogg feel to it. 
| like it. 

I'm Sorry Thank You 

Izzy's POV 

| stand outside the bus smoking a cigarette and staring over at the Crue bus. Tonight is our last show with 
them. Tomorrow it's back to LA for us. In light of recent event my brain is just going nutty thinking. The 
strange thing is | don't want it to stop. Normally | would just do smack until all thought process stopped. But | 
really needed to do the thinking. 

| watched as Mick and Vince left the bus, Tommy wasn't long after. | knew Nikki was there alone. The other 
three went into the stadium. | drop my cigarette to the ground and stomp it out. | draw in a deep breath and 
make my way to their bus. 

| climb aboard and find the bus quiet and it looks empty. | go to where Nikki sleeps. | find him asleep in his bed. 
"Nikki." | say his name. 

He draws in his breath and slightly cracks an eye open to see me. "Iz?" 

"l.l just came here to say goodbye. Its our last night on the tour. And | wanted to apologize to you...” 

"To me? What for?" he asked sitting up a bit. 

"I totally fucked up you and Tommy. It was wrong of me and l'm sorry." 

"IFs ok lz.me and Tommy are working through it" 

"Thats great.really.but you don't exactly know what | did to you two." 


Nikki gives me a questioning look. 


| draw in a deep breath and look away. "Remember how you woke up and couldn't remember anything? And 


Tommy couldn't and you said your ass hurt?" 


"And?" Nikki curiously asks. 


"Sixx. drugged you and Tommy with Quaalude and had a threesome with you." 

"What?" Nikki smirked. 

"Yeah. did," | nod. "I fucked both of you..and every combination of the three of us possible..it happened." 
"Every combination?" Nikki asks as his brain starts reeling. "You mean.." 

"Yeah," | nod, "Tommy fucked you for the first time that night..That's why your ass hurt." 

Nikki's mouth gaped a bit then somehow turned into a shy smile. 

"That night was intended for me to have fun.but | was sitting there, doing lines while Tommy was fucking you. 
He kept telling you how much he loved you. How happy he was. And you told him all the same. It was like | 
disappeared. So | did. | left the two of you together. | thought one of you would remember, but neither of you 
did" 

"I took Tommy?" Nikki smiles sort of shocked but happy. 

| nod. "And Sixx..| wanted to say thank you." 


"For what?" Nikki shrugged. 


"For pointing out to me why | pushed people away. You were right. It was all because of Axl. | still love him 


Nikki. | always have. It was you who made me see it" 

"You made me realize things too Izzy and | thank you from the bottom of my heart for them." 
Wow this is going far better than | imagined it would. 

"So what are you going to do about Axl?" Nikki asked me. 

"| dont have a fucking clue," | shrug. 

"Have you told him how you feel?" 

"He already knew," | say softly. 

"Do you want him?" 


| shrug, "I don't know. | mean it's been so so long..and..” 


"Love doesn't have an expiration date lz" 
My eyes meet with his. 


"Go get him lz," Nikki smiles to me with a nod. 


Surprise T-Bone 


Author's Notes: 
Oh my dearest Nikki..please forgive me for the things I'm about to write.. 


Surprise T-Bone 
Nikki's POV 


Tommy kissed me as the lights from the highway illuminated us. We had played a goodbye prank on the GNR 
guys. First we rigged up a way to drop water onto the drummers head. We tightened all of Slash's strings so 
one pluck would break them. We coated Axl's mic in brown shoe polish. We traded out all of Duff's bass strings 
with Izzy's guitar strings. Then every time someone came from the stage we hid and bombarded them with 
eggs, shaving cream, or super soaker water guns. | don't think any of them thought our pranks were funny 


except Izzy. 
"I fucking love you," Tommy whispers as our naked bodies press together. 


"| got something for you," | smile and reach under my pillow. | hand Tommy a tube with gaff tape all over it 


except one tiny inscription that | wanted him to read. 


Tommy holds it to the bus window for a look. "Loosens tight anal muscles instantly." He looks to me with a 


strange look. 
‘Izzy came to me today to say goodbye..and he told me something." 
"What?" Tommy asks. 


"That he did drug us that night you thought you had been drugged.Apparently we had a three way..and 
apparently it was the first time you ever fucked me." 


"What?" He seemed confused. 


"You and I.that night.l let you.l thought this shit might make it easier on me tomorrow," | motion to the tube 
in Tommy's hand. "And | really have to tell you how embarrasing it was to ask the clerk at the store about 
that shit. Luckily he was gay. It's called Anal Slide and it's supposed to make it easier to take someone your 


size." 


"Are you saying." 


"Yeah," | nod. 


Tommy pulls me down for a kiss. Sudden he's becoming like some rabid dog. "I've waited so long," he smiles 


uncapping the lid and squeezing some out of the tube onto his fingers. 

| feel two of his long fingers glide into my ass. He's telling me how much he loves me and wants me. Telling me 
he always will and will never let me go. Telling me he would marry me if he could. Says he's going to be so 
gentle and try not to hurt me. 

| was lost in thought and his lips when he removed his fingers. Without breaking our lips apart Tommy coats 
his dick with the Anal Slide. | can't help but feel nervous when the head of that huge cock slides across my 
ass. 

"Tommy," | nervously say. 

‘It's ok," he nods, "If you need me to stop | will." 

| nod and soon feel the pressure from him pushing inside of me. 


"Relax Sixx..breathe." 


| close my eyes and take a deep breath through my mouth. | can feel him inside of me. | won't lie and say it 


doesn't hurt.it hurts like a motherfucker. 


"Please don't move," | wince trying to just take him being inside of me, waiting for it to hopefully not hurt so 
he can fuck me. 


"You want me to stop?" 

| shake my head, "just.go slow" 

Tommy looks into my eyes and moves my hair out of them. "I love you so much," he says as he kisses me. 
| feel Tommy slowly begin moving. | draw in a discomforted breath but don't stop him 

"You're so fucking fight,” Tommy moans. 

Easy for a horse to say to a fucking house cat. 

"Tommy. 


"Yeah?" 


Before | can say anything Tommy is grunting and getting stiff and his movements are slowing. 
"Already?" | ask 

He smiles to me panting, "Oh I'm not done with you yet" 

| laugh. "Oh ouch..don't make me laugh." 

"Nikki?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Thank you." 


lzzal 


Author's Notes: 
well this is the final chapter guys. Enjoy. 


Izzal 

Izzy's POV 

| stood in the doorway of Axl's dressing room after the show. He's got his head laying down, resting, 
meditating..who the hell knows. | don't know if | should disturb him or not. | can't seem to speak or move. Then 
his head raises and he sees me in the mirror's reflection. 

"Izzy," he says. 

| still can't talk. Axl gets up and turns around. 


"Come in," he smiles. 


| walk in trying my best to think of something to say. | needed a reason to be there. | really had none. | just 
wanted to look at him while | thought about what Nikki had told me. 


"Shut the door," he motions, distracting my thought venture. 

| turn and shut it. | take a deep breath and turn around and prepare to speak. As | turn around Axl is right 
there, just inches from me. My heart skips a beat. | can't explain this look on his face. I've never before seen 
this look on his face. Then out of nowhere | feel his hands lightly at my hips tugging me closer. His lips slowly 
meet mine, giving me every chance in the world to back away, but | don't. 

His tongue enters my mouth and | can't help but moan into his mouth. This is so not what | expected from 
him. Why is he even doing this? When he moves away | still haven't found my voice. | look at him with 
fluttering eyes. My knees are shaking. 

‘| did some thinking," Axl says to me looking down. 

| clear my throat, "About what?" my voice cracks like some pubescent boy. 


"Bout you..us.." 


"What us?" | ask. 


His eyes look up at mine. I'm probably looking like some crazy person right about now. 


‘Izzy. want a second shot with you. | miss the way you always looked at me. | already know you love me. just 


want the chance to show you | love you too" 

Im so shocked. "Ax.are you fucking high or something?" 
"No. why?" 

"Because. it's been how many years? And.” 


Axl shuts me up by tackling my mouth again His fingers weave into the hair on the back of my neck. | allow 
myself to enjoy the feel of his lips, but my brain is in overdrive. What the hell is he thinking? 


"Izzy," he sighs as he moves back from my lips just enough to speak, "Just shut up." His lips take mine again. 
| allow my hands to touch his body. He feels so good, so different, yet so strangely familiar. | pull away slightly. 
"Axl.what are you saying here?" 


‘I'm saying I'm ready to love you and let you love me. Please let me. It'll be different this time. This time I'll 


get it right like | should have back then 
"Axl." 
"Don't think lz, just fucking try. Please don't push me away. Please just try." 


| see on his face the truth and sincerity. But l'm fucking blown away. Do | want this? Yeah, | do, but Is this 
real? Am | really fucking hearing him right? Is he trying to take it all back? Does he understand what a second 


chance would mean? 
"Define what you mean by an us," | ask him. 


‘| mean you and me..one house..one bed.just us, no chicks, no other dudes.just you and me. | know you and | 
could make each other happy because we've already done that. We've both fallen for each other before. | was 
just fucking young and stupid and not ready. Iz I'm not that kid now. | know what has to be done now. | know 
what it takes and means. | love you Izzy. want to be with you forever. What else can | say?" He says seeming 


exasperated in trying to sell me his pitch. 


But this deep down is something I've dreamed about. But | never once thought it could be a reality. | had given 
up dreaming about it. Now Axl is right here, holding me, pleading desperately. 


"Are you serious?" | ask 

He nods at me. 

| feel my heart swelling with joy. I'm feeling a bit emotional so tears flood my eyes. | look into those green 
eyes. My hands are unknowingly gripping at the fabric of his shirt. In his eyes | see everything I've ever 
wanted to see. 


"What took you so long?" | ask as | pull him to me for a deep kiss. "I love you," | whisper as our lips part. 


THE END 


